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skies and oceans meet and where wonderful sights are

heheld. They bring back sacred memories and again

for a time so short^oh, so short—the company of those

who, in life, can no longer be seen.

Soon Harold was back to childhood days with its

pleasures and joys, its innocent jokes and harmless

pranks. Once more he saw the cozy, vine-covered hoiise,

and the high stone wall that enclosed a garden of won-

drous beauty. Again liis mother was there in her fav-

orite nook among the lilies, the young, jolly mother who

was such a "good sport." He saw her beckon to him,

and joyfully, as in days of yore, he ran to greet her

as she stood there, the cool breeze fanning her rosy

cheeks and playing hide-and-seek in her soft, curly

hair.

"See these flowers, Harold, dear, aren't they just

exquisite? But alas, they must wither, so we, too, must

some day fade and die, then the pleasures of life will

be useless. Always try to imitate these spotless flowers,

my boy, in their obedience to the Master's will."

For answer he smiled and was about to imprint a

kiss upon those dear lips—quick as a Hash the dream

liad vanished, like a fleeting cloud, leaving only the dark

sky, and the sad reality. His disappointment was great,

a sense of vacancy, a vague loneliness settled upon him

and he wept bitterly until all the affection of his heart

was spent. Melancholy and homesick, he gazed on; the

scenes of the night loomed up before him ; those hours

of recklessness and l)roken vows, the very thought of

whicli now mortified liim and lie wondered liow his

mother would have felt at his conduct. A longing to

b(^ near her seized him.

Far o'er the plain, upon the morning air, floated the

sound of the churchbell. It soothed the lad and strange-

ly, coaxingly, urged him on. Led by this pleading, his

soul was aroused and he prepared to depart before his

companions could become aware of his plan.

]\Iany of the faithful arrived from the surrounding

country, some coming many miles from their respective

homes to assist at ]Mass and t() hear the consoling words

of the Priest at the little mission church, a small wooden

structure without; a dainty, euchancing, hallowed spot

of briglitness within. Sorrowfully Harold entered the

little edifice, the only home-like spot in all that wide

country. With other repentant souls he approached the

Tribunal of Penance and in his turn entered the con-

fessional and with the others approached the Holy

Table, where rich and poor, side by side, received their

God. Now again he was happy and resolved to desert

the old ways forever. He felt a dreadful gnawing at

his heart, a vehement desire to return home, to end all,

and to live a happy life. But where was his money

and how could they forgive him ? The sweet face of the

aged, gray-haired priest rose before his vision, a face

betraying i)athos, tenderness; yes, he would venture to

ask his advice.

Shadows of twilight were falling, the lonely.evening

star was set like a sparkling jewel in the day's fading

sky, as the youth approached the humble parish house.

Softly a few strains of the familiar song reached his ear,

and aroused him from his reverie:

"M4d pleasures and palaces, though we
may roam— "

The little songster paused a few seconds, then con-

tinued

—

"Be it ever so humble, there's no place

like home."

Little did Father La Roche's young niece realize the

efl'ect her song had produced. As the rippling notes

drifted on, their full meaning was determined by the

once thoughtless, passionate boy. In resi')onse to his

inquiry, he was led into the small library where Father

La Koche received his callers. The priest gazed thought-

fully on the fair countenance, looked intently into the

clear blue eyes and scanned the depths of the boyish

soul. liere was a promise of great things, why offer

reproof for the story just told. A few words of ad-

monition would suiflce, so, as father to son he spoke to

the boy. But Harold did not hear all, for he was think-

ing of his mother's similar words.

"Take this," Father La Roche was saying, "here

are the expenses for the journey," and he placed a check

in the boy's hand.

"But—"
"No, do not mind it at all, it's only a loan, if you

uuist have it that way, to be returned at your own con-

venience. No hurry at all, so don't worry, but go to

the home for which you are longing, and act froni hence-

forth as a kind brother. The next eastbound train is

due at 10:12. Come, you will be there, 'bag and bag-

gage,' if you hurry."

"Father, you are a real friend in need. Thanks

—

1 am—er—indebted."

"Now, now, that's all right," laughed the priest, at

the confusion, half thanks, half apology, "only don't

forget this (experience, and sometimes write to your

friend out here. ]May God bless you."

When the last word of the message was jotted down

on the paper, a sharp, shrill whistle was heard, as the

flery, shrieking monster, the huge locomotive, neared the

station and came to a sudden stop.

In a few minutes the train was again speeding on

with its cargo of luunanity, on over miles and miles of

land, past flying scenery, while across the wires to an

anxi()us home, flashed the words, "Have left here.

Prodigal brother returns.—Harold."
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